DEATH   AND   TO-MORROW
used to show me. Had I ever seen that smile before I wouldn't have
stopped to speak to him in the street. "Don't lake1 me for a fool,"
he said to the inspector. "You keep me here' though [ say Pm
innocent. Now you want me to say I'm guilty and then you'd let
me off lightly? Come on, I'm no fool."
Whereupon the inspector said he would make him talk. lie took
off his coat and beat Yves long and haul. After a while Yves said,
"You're a Corsican, I'm a Corsican, so you know you can't got
anything out of me by beating me." The inspector stopped beating
him and offered him a glass of beer if Yves gave the name of the
false policeman. Not even that tempted him. lie was led back to
the cell and the inspectors said I looked an intelligent man and
surely during the night I could make4, Yves talk, and il I got the name
of the false policeman I would be released at once.
"What about the trafficking in privileges charge ?" I asked.
The inspectors said that was just a joke. Against Yves that charge
hadn't been formulated, so that showed, loo, the police* were'- not
bothering about it. All they wanted was the false, policeman. The
merchant, the inspectors said, was a clever man. By having got in
first he made it impossible for Yves to get him in, too, with the
dollars. Yves had tried it, but it was too late. They also drew my
attention to the fact that both of them had tried to got me in as deep
as possible. "You're the victim of two crooks," they said. I thanked
them.
Back in the cell, Yves gave me his version of the hold-up. When
he and the merchant met in the afternoon the merchant said they
had better complete the dollar transaction, the papers would come
after. They went to that hotel where the merchant's clients lived.
They went into a room and there Yves recogni/ed the wo mail and
man who sat in the Bar Lafayette the morning he walked to the
lavatory, He didn't like their looks and the. room smelt of a trap;
the customary trap being that the buyer took the dollars to examine
them, to see whether they were genuine and not counterfeit, and
then pocket them and leave it to the seller's discretion to grin and
Forget or to go to the police and see himself in jail, too. Yves said
no, and walked out of the room. The merchant followed him down
the stairs, trying to persuade him to return. A man walked'out of
the shadow and showed them a police badge, saying he knew they
were black-market racketeers. He shoved them into the first room,
which was a bathroom. There he searched them, took a thousand
francs from the merchant and twenty dollars from Yves. Then he
wanted to go to their respective Hats and search them, While he
spoke he was pointing a revolver at them. They took a taxi, went